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course of his walk over that small, but most significant portion of the 

globe, he makes entertaining and instructive reflections on the meaning 
of the Greek principle in civilization and on the movements celebrated in 

history and poetry, that have their beginning or end in this region. 
There is a vein of humor that enlivens the book, although it is written in 
a style so intensely personal that it does not need other attractions. One 
can almost make the tour from Athens to Lebadea vicariously, through 
Mr. Snider's description, especially if he is already familiar with Mr. 
Snider's previous writings. W. T. H. 

SENTENCES IN PROSE AND VERSE. 

SELECTED BT WILLIAM ELLERY CHANNING. 

IV. 

But t'other young maiden looked sly at me, 
And from her seat she ris'n; 

Let's you and I go our own way, 

And we'll let she yo shisn.?Berkshire Ditty. 
Then old age and experience, hand in hand, 
Lead him to death, and make him understand, 
After a search so painful and so long, 
That all his life he has been in the wrong.?Anon. 

Tommy Linn is a Scotchman born, 
His head is bald, and his beard is shorn; 
He had a cap made of a bear-skin, 

An elder man is Tommy Linn. 

Tommy Linn, and his wife, and his wife's mother, 

They all fell into the fire together; 
They that lay undermost got a hot skin ; 

We are not enough! said Tommy Linn.?Ritson. 

She never was aware that more can be said in one minute than can 

be forgotten in a whole lifetime.?Landor. 

Slight those who say, amidst their sickly healths, thou livest by rule. 

What doth not so, but man ? 

Houses are built by rule, and commonwealths. 

Entice the hasty sun, if but you can, 
From his ecliptic line : beckon the sky! 
Who lives by rule then, keeps good company.?Anon $ 

XVI?7 
7 
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Not a monodrame, but a monologue, not at all dramatic [Manfred], 
?Macready. 

Bring the year's expenditures and receipts to a balance, for which I 
have great reason to be grateful to Almighty God.?Ibid. 

Walked into the fields taking the two puppies with me, returned to 
the subject of myself and my destinies,?Ibid. 

Acted particularly well, the audience felt it; I spoke in my own manly 
voice, and took time to discriminate; I was much pleased.?Ibid. 

I mean discrimination, not in one's own mind, hut made palpable to 
and impressed 

on an audience.?Ibid. 

Acted Lear?how ? certainly not well, crude, fictitious voice, no point; 
in short, a failure.?Ibid. 

The use and the end of life, what is it all worth ??Ibid. 

The other old woman talked of the florid Gothic style of architecture, 

preceding the Roman.?Ibid. 

My course seems near its close [1842?he died 1873].?Ibid. 
One sees the warm and transparent tints of Claude in it, and hears the 

sound of the leaping rill [Horace's Fons Bandusice].?Ibid. 
Hard students are commonly troubled with all such diseases as come 

by over-much sitting; they are most part lean, dry, ill-colored, and all 

through immoderate pains and extraordinary studies. If you will not 

believe the truth of this, look upon great Tostatus, and Thomas Aquinas's 
works, and tell me whether these men took pains!?Burton. 

That noble and passionate grief, which protests against the illimitable 
torture of all creation, and the terrible silence of the creator.? Ouida. 

In all the list of the world's deadly errors, there is no mistake so 

deadly 
as age.?Ibid. 

All that remains of thee these plaits unfold, 
Calm hair meandering in pellucid gold. [Lucretia Borgia's hair.] 

?Landor. 

Nor ever had the veil-hung pine outspread 
O'er Tethys then her wandering leafless shade.?Ibid. 

Whether where Castro from surrounding vines 
Hears the hoarse ocean roar among his caves, 

And, thro' the fissure in the green churchyard, 
The wind wail loud the calmest summer day ; 
Or where Santona leans against the hill, 
Hidden from sea and land by groves and bowers.?Ibid. 
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My hopes retire ; my wishes as before 

Struggle to find their resting-place in vain; 
The ebbing sea thus beats against the shore; 
The shore repels it; it returns again.?Ibid. 

As oftentimes an eagle, ere the sun 

Throws o'er the varying earth his early ray, 
Stands solitary, stands immovable 

Upon some highest cliff, and rolls his eye, 
Clear, constant, unobservant, unabased, 

In the cold light above the dews of morn.?Ibid. 

Come from dark ages forth, come Drimacos!?Ibid. 

He (Wilkie) could no more have painted Christ than he could have 
raised Lazarus.?Haydon. 

"Poor Mrs. Burgess died in childbed, poor Tom Burgess much af 
flicted ; wind W. N. W."?Haydorfs father's journal. 

Marriage prevents a man's mind eating him up, which is the case in 

too much solitude.?Haydon. 

Came home, took out our Savior, and tried him walking in the garden. 
He would not do, so put him in again sitting and reposing.?Ibid. 

Impulse is but a 
quicker perception of reasons that prove the truth.? 

Ibid. 

Let any man reflect that on the loss of a beautiful infant we were 

obliged to pawn our winter things to bury her. . . . that on the night 
of my most brilliant success [as a lecturer] I took my coat out of pawn, 
and had the torture of being obliged to return it next day.?Ibid. 

Sent the tea-urn off the table and got 10s. for the day.?Ibid. 
Festina lente; celerity should be contempered with cunctation.?Sir 

Thos. Browne. 

It is, I confess, the common Fate of Men of singular Gifts of Mind, to 
be destitute of those of Fortune; which does not ar.y way deject the 

Spirits of wiser Judgments, who thoroughly understand the Justice of 
this Proceeding; and being enriched with higher Donatives, cast a more 

careless Eye on those vulgar parts of Felicity.?Ibid. 
Yet should there hover in their restless heads 
One thought, one grace, one wonder at the best 

Which into words, no virtue can digest.?Marlowe \on his mistress]. 

Enough that she alone has looked at him 
With eyes that, large or small, have won his soul.?Mrs. Browning. 
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Mid the blue fields of starlight, thou art sailing? 
Adelaida! ?Ballad. 

Still lives the song, tho' Regnar dies.?John Sterling. 

"In niz beguzared" This too will pass away. [The motto on the 
cabin-wall of the Austrian Arctic ship 

" 
Tegethoff."]?Payer. 

The single-nostriled animals, monorrhina, originated during the pri 
meval period out of the skulless animals, by the anterior end of the dorsal 
marrow developing into the brain, and the anterior end of the dorsal 
chord into the skull. Man is descended from the catarrhini, or narrow 
nosed apes. This is the twenty-first special stage in man's development. 

?Haeckel. 

" 
What," said Amelia, 

" 
have you never been in love, Thomas ?" 

" 
Yes, forsooth," replied the valet; 

" 
sometimes, of a morning."?Fielding. 

The poets wrote the best prose, Milton excepted; it is more extravagant 
than his verse, as if written in ridicule of the latter.?C. J. Fox. 

Good humor is too often confounded with good nature, which has a 
much less servile character.?Burke. 

In India I never undressed, and for many years in the Peninsula I 
undressed very seldom; never for the first four years.?Duke of Welling 
ton. 

The divine greyhound, Sarama, who guards for the Lord of heaven 
the golden herd of stars and sunbeams, and for him collects the nourish 

ing rain-clouds as the cows of heaven to the milking, and who, moreover, 

faithfully conducts the pious dead into the world of the blessed, becomes, 
in the hands of the Greeks, the son of Sarama, Hermeias.?Mommsen. 

I was so wet, and everything 
was so wet, every table and chair was so 

wrecked, that it was impossible to touch a pen or paper.?John Adams 

[at sea]. 
Michael Angelo is a strong low character, rather than exalted or great. 

He could do nothing pure or grand in beauty. His characters are often 
as if they had been studied from deformity or beggary. Coarse strength 
and reality are his power.?David Scott [copying Last Judgment]. 

Melt the handle off my teapot, burn my fingers, break the lid, knock it 

over, and put out the fire.?Ibid. [Bachelor Housekeeping]. 
Whose dust the solemn antiquarian turns, 

And thence, in broken sculptures, casts abroad, 

Like Sibyls' leaves; collects the builder's name, 

Rejoic'd, and the green medals frequent found, 
Doom Caracalla to perpetual fame.?Dyer. 
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To mark o'er ocean the thick, rising isles; 
Woody Chactta, Birter rough with rocks, 
Green-rising Barmur, Mincoy's purple hills, 
And the minute Maldivias, as a swarm 

Of bees in summer, on a 
poplar's trunk, 

Clustering innumerable.?Ibid. 

The fluctuating world of waters wide, 
In boundless magnitude, around them swells; 
O'er whose imaginary brim, nor towns, 

Nor woods, nor mountain-tops, 
nor 

aught appears, 
But Phoebus's orb, refulgent lamp of light, 
Millions of leagues aloft: heaven's azure vault 

Bends overhead, majestic, to its base, 

Uninterrupted clear circumference.?Ibid. 

Seek the sacred rests 
Of Maro's humble tenement; a low, plain wall 

Remains; a little sun-gilt heap, 
Grotesque and wild; the gourd and olive brown 
Weave the light roof; the gourd and olive fan 
Their amorous foliage, mingling with the vine 
Who drops her purple clusters thro' the green. 
Here let me lie, with pleasing fancy soothed; 
Here flow'd his fountain; here his laurels grew. 
Here oft the meek, good man, the lofty bard, 
Fram'd the celestial song, or social walk'd 

With Horace.?Ibid. 

He that will serve men must not promise himself that he shall not 

anger them.?Be Foe. 

What! a river that wriggles at right angles through a stone gutter, 
with two tansy puddings that were dug out of it, and three or four beds 
in a row, by a corner of the wall, with samples of grass, corn, and of en 

friche (waste land), like a tailor's paper of patterns.?H. Walpole [Boutin's 
garden]. 

I am slow to feel?slow, I suppose, to comprehend, and like the 
anaconda.?Hawthorne. 

Its aspect disappointed me [Abbotsford], but so does everything.? 
Ibid. 

Not often one see9 a homelier set of features than this; no elevation, 
no dignity; the bridge of the nose depressed, and the end turned up, 
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and no chin whatever, or hardly any [Walter Scott's mask]. The last 
record there is of Scott's personality, and conveying such a wretched and 

unworthy idea of it.?Ibid. 

A wide-mouthed, long-chinned, uncomely visage, with a triangular 
English nose in the very centre [Cromwell's cast].?Ibid. 

Southport is as stupid a place as I ever lived in ; our life here has been 
a blank.?Ibid. 

All this praise and more, gave me the idea of an intolerably irreproach 
able person [Lady Byron].?Ibid. 
When the cathedral had sufficiently oppressed us by its beauty, we 

returned to sublunary matters.?Ibid. 

" I have been bullied by an usurper, I have been neglected by a court, 
but I won't be dictated to by a subject: your man shan't stand."?Ann 

Dorset [to Williamson]. 
Words of daily use, which have the chance of remaining on the sur 

face, even in so porous a state of society as that of nomadic hordes.? 

Bunsen. 

The Algonkin god of sleep is Weeng, whose ministers beat with little 

clubs on the foreheads of men, producing slumber.?Dunlop. 

Rising from this task and going away again, I just pointed to that 

obscurity, which appeared so mystical and so sacred, where are deposited, 
in disorder and dismemberment, the spiced abortions of an illusory mere 

tricious philosophy.?Landor [Platonism]. 
I never court the vulgar. Perhaps about thirty people may be ex 

cepted, and never more at a time.?Ibid. 

He is among the many poets who never make us laugh or weep; 
among the many whom we take into the hand like petty insects, turn 

them over, look at them for a moment, and toss them into the grass 

again.?Ibid. 

The loud, clear challenge, the firm, unstealthy step, of an erect, broad 

breasted soldier [^Eschylus].?Ibid. 
I walk out in all weathers six miles a day at least [set. 70], read gener 

ally from 7 to 12 or 1 in the evening; I sleep twenty minutes after din 

ner, and nearly four hours at night; I rise at nine, breakfast at ten, and 

dine at five.?Ibid. 

God alone is great enough for me to ask anything of twice.?Ibid. 

All the winter I pass five days in the week without walking out, and 

sit often by the fireside till seven in the evening. When I do go out. 
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whatever the weather is, .I go with both glasses of the coach down, and 
so I do at midnight, out of the hottest room. I have not had a single 
cold, however slight, these two years.?Horace Walpole. 

He [Percival, the poet] had three rooms. His library and minerals 
were in one, his study in another, his bedroom in another. His bed was 

simply a cot with mattress above. There were no sheets, and a block of 
wood placed under the mattress served for a 

pillow. There were two 

woollen blankets on the bed very dirty. Places at the foot showed he 
had lain down with his shoes on, and it was evident he had often slept 
in his clothes. The rooms were very untidy, and probably never swept. 
There were perhaps two inches of rolling lint on the floor. There was a 

beaten path from his bed to his stove, to his writing-table, to his library, 
and to the door.?Pliny Jewett. 

Varius Sucronensis ait, ̂ Emilius Scaurus negat; utri creditis Quirites ? 
? Vol. Maximus. 

The third of the Kettle Sipahi, or chief men of Bokhara, is the Per 

vanedji, the butterfly-man, who is sent on important errands by the emir. 
? 

Vambery. 

Here lies Prince Fred, Had it been his Sister, 
Who was alive, and is dead ! There's no one would have missed her; 
Had it been his Father, Had it been his whole generation, 
I had much rather; Best of all for the nation : 
Had it been his Brother But since 'tis orly Fred, 
Sooner than any other; There's no more to be said. 

Epitaph on Prince Fred [by himself 1751]. 
I say, 'tis as like Shakespeare as a glass of peppermint water is to a 

bottle of the finest French brandy.?Mrs. Piozzi. [Walter Scott com 

pared with Shakespeare.] 
The color of the wind?the tint of the storm.?Ibid. 

Only two books in Weston-supra-mare, a Bible and a Paradise Lost; I 

bought them both.?Ibid. 

I have a great deal more prudence than people suspect me for; they 
think I act by chance, while I am doing nothing in the world unintention 

ally, and have never, I dare say, in these last fifteen years, uttered a 
word to husband, or child, or servant, or friend, without being careful 
what it should be !?Ibid. 

I used to walk incessantly, squeezing the flag-stones of our South 
Parade [at Bath] with my feet, in order to obtain relief for my head.? 
Ibid. 
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My fearlessness in the water attracts the women to the rocks, where it 
seems such fine sport to see Mrs. Piozzi swim [a3t. 78]. 

When the house of his [Thrale's] favorite sister was on fire, and we 
were all alarmed with the account of it in the night, I well remember 
that he never rose, but bidding the servant who called us go to her assist 

ance, quietly turned about, and slept to his usual hour.?Ibid. 

Women bear crosses better than men do, but they bear surprises 
worse.?Ibid. 

"But I forgot to tell you how one of my great casks [1,000 hogsheads] 
is burst, and all the beer run out" [after talking of a thousand trifles, a 
remark by Thrale].?Ibid. 
We must not ridicule a passion which he who never felt never was 

happy, and he who laughs at never deserves to feel?a passion which has 
caused the change of empires and the loss of worlds?a passion which has 

inspired heroism and subdued avarice [love].?Dr. Johnson. 

" The king spoke: O sage! since thou dost not count a thousand miles 
far to come, wilt thou not, too, have brought something for the weal of 

my realm ?" [in the Chinese idiom] 
" 
King spoke : Sage, not far thousand 

mile and come, also will have use gain me realm, hey ? "?Schleicher [lan 
guage.] 

Dry general truths are a sort of algebra acquired by the mind slowly 
and after much trouble, against our native inclination to observe outward 

things.?Taine. 

This curtailed deity [the Eighteenth Century god] is but a residuum 
at the bottom of the crucible. The reasoners of that time, having no 

metaphysical inventiveness, kept him in their system to stop a gap, like 
an Alexandrine.?Ibid. 

But I have waited long indeed to hear 
These rivers break in song, or bluely dark, 
Behold these mountains rank in rolling verse, 
Or our red forests light the landscape's line.?E. O. Tuckerman. 

Yet one had loveliness which the spirit wins 
To other worlds?eyes, forehead, smile, and all, 
More softly serious than the twilight's fall.?Ibid. 

How shall I array my love ? 
How should I arrange my fair ? 
Leave her standing white and silent 
In the richness of her hair ? 
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Motion silent, beauty bare, 
In the glory of her hair ??Ibid. 

A weather-cock in the waving weed, 
A clock-face in the sky.?Ibid. 

The meadow with the herd in its green heart.?Ibid. 

My Anna! tho' thine earthly steps are done ; 
Nor in the garden, nor beside the door, 
Shall I behold thee standing any more? 

What tho' beside my feet no other one 

May set her own, to walk the forward way ??Ibid. 

The fall in few, the statelier in the le3s.?Ibid. 

That courageous soldiers, led on by a courageous Wooden Pole with 
Cocked-hat on it, will do very well.?Carlyle. 

This big glaring geometrical bully in red wig [Maupertuis].?Ibid. 
The happy man, a duke of Montenero, ill-built Neapolitan, complexion 

rhubarb, and face consisting much of nose.?Ibid. 

Transcendent self-conceit, intrinsically insane !?Ibid. 

In life, as on railways at certain points, whether you know it or not, 
there is but an inch this way or that into what tram you are shunted, 
but try to get out of it again.?Ibid. 

Worldly, my dear?so is the world?worldly; and we must serve it as 
it serves us, and give it nothing for nothing.?Thackeray. 

Our favorite birch-tree, it was yielding to the gust of wind with all its 
tender twigs. The sun shone upon it, and it glanced in the breeze like 
a flying sunshiny shower. It was a tree in shape with stem and branches, 
but it was like a spirit of water.?Dorothy Wordsworth. 

I told him that I used in my childhood to chase butterflies, but was 
afraid of brushing the dust off their wings.?Ibid. 

I never saw daffodils so beautiful. They grew among the mossy 
stones about them. Some rested their heads on these stones as on a 

pillow. The others tossed, and reeled, and danced, and seemed as if they 
verily laughed with the wind, they looked so gay and glancing.?Ibid. 

Far off in the west, the coast of England like a cloud, crested with 
Dover Castle, the evening star and the glory of the sky. The reflections 
in the water were more beautiful than the sky itself?purple waves 

brighter than precious stones forever melting away upon the sands.?Ibid. 
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Where'er my footsteps turned 
Her voice was like a hidden bird that sang; 
The thought of her was like a flash of light 
Or an unseen companionship.? Wordsworth [of his sister]. 

Wordsworth and his exquisite sister are with me. Her information 

various; her eye watchful in minutest observation of Nature; her taste 
a perfect electrometer.? Coleridge. 

THE STOIC. 

Fearless, regrctless, invincible, impassive, 
Unwounded with wounds, and in sickness still whole, 

At large when in prison, more free when a captive, 
The gods cannot break his adamantean soul. 

ANTI-8T0IC. 

Soft, sensitive, wayward, full of hopes and regrets, 
Cast down with a look, only strong with caresses, 

Changeable as water, save when love him besets, 

Wine, the Muses, and women be life-long blesses. 

J. Albee. 

BOOK NOTICES. 

Seneca and Kant; or, an Exposition of Stoic and Rationalistic Ethics, with a 

Comparison of the Two Systems. By Rev. W. T. Jackson, Ph. D., late Professor 

of Modern Languages in Indiana University, Davton, Ohio. United Brethren Pub 

lishing House, 1881. 

This essay is an extension of a thesis originally prepared for the degree of Ph. D. in 

Michigan University. It contains a short but clear statement of the historical origin of 

stoicism, and of the ethical doctrines of stoicism, and especially of the stoicism of Seneca, 
as well as of the ethical system of Kant, and a comparison and criticism of the systems 

of Seneca and Kant. The most original part of the essay is undoubtedly the presenta 

tion of the views of Seneca, as based upon an examination at first hand of that writer's 

Be Providcniia, Be Tranquillitate Animi, Be Brevitate Vilce, Be Vita Beata, and Epis 

tola. This part of the treatise is worthy of high commendation, although, perhaps, 

the dialectical movement by which the purely negative side of stoicism developed into 

the positive doctrine of cosmopolitanism might have been more clearly brought ouL 

The corresponding statement of Kant's ethical system, while it rests upon the Ground 

work of (he Metaphysic of Ethics, and is very clear bo far as it goe?, cannot be regarded 

as adding much to our knowledge of his rather complex and by no means self-consist 


	Article Contents
	p. 97
	p. 98
	p. 99
	p. 100
	p. 101
	p. 102
	p. 103
	p. 104
	p. 105
	p. 106

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Journal of Speculative Philosophy, Vol. 16, No. 1 (January, 1882) pp. i-iv, 1-112
	Front Matter
	THE PHILOSOPHY OF THE REAL PRESENCE [pp. 1-16]
	THE PHILOSOPHY OF PRAYER AND THE "PRAYER GAUGE" [pp. 16-27]
	THE PROBLEM OF PHILOSOPHY AT THE PRESENT TIME [pp. 27-46]
	ANTHROPOLOGY OF IMMANUEL KANT [pp. 47-52]
	GOD AS THE ETERNALLY BEGOTTEN SON [pp. 52-71]
	HEGEL'S PHILOSOPHY OF THE STATE [pp. 71-84]
	THE HERO AS ARTIST [pp. 84-94]
	NOTES AND DISCUSSIONS
	CHILDHOOD [pp. 95-95]
	HEGEL'S DIALECTIC METHOD—A PRIZE ESSAY [pp. 95-96]
	D. J. SNIDER'S "A WALK IN HELLAS" [pp. 96-97]
	SENTENCES IN PROSE AND VERSE [pp. 97-106]
	THE STOIC [pp. 106-106]
	ANTI—STOIC [pp. 106-106]

	BOOK NOTICES [pp. 106-110]
	BOOKS RECEIVED [pp. 110-112]



